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Cassias and Corwin.
Some time since, says the Statesman,

we clipped from an Eastern paper a frag-

ment of'table talk,' in which Thomas
'Corwin, formerly of Ohio, now, or about
to be, of Kentucky, was chief speaker,
,and the Abolitionists his subject. To

those who had heard the Wagon Boy

crack bis whip at the slaveholders,
and with pious upturned eyes, in holy

horror invoking the pure spirit of Ami-slaver- y

to sustain him and his party,
it was s. novel and interesting extract.
The table talk did not go very far, be-

fore Corwin caught it; and that too, from

Cassius M. Clay. If Black Tom did

not turn blue, white or green, on read-

ing the following, then desorvod casti-galio- n

can have nothing to do with the

chromatic scale. How heartily Cassi-u- s

lays it on!

Cincinnati O, April 3, 1853.

'To the Editors of the Enquirer:
In tho Enquirer of this date you havo

thetfollowing extract, from the Southern
Patriot, of tho 'piquint saying of the in-

imitable Tom;" "He said they wero n

whining, canting, praying set of fellows,

who kept regular books of debit and
credit with the Almighty. They would

'lie and cheat all tho week, and pray off

their sins on Sunday. If they steal a

negro, that mndo a very large entry to

their credit, and would cover a multir
tude of peccadilloes and frauds. This
kind of entry they were always glad to

make, because it cost them nothing.
When they could steal a ncgroo they

gave something in charity for tho extcn-mo:- i

of tho gospel, and then commen-

ced a system offraud and cheating, till
they thought ihey had balanced accounts
with their God." And you add: Ho

has, it is understood, purchased property
In Kentucky as a residence."

Whether Thos Corwin includes me,

who have contended, in my own State,

lor the emancipation on the soil among

the Abolitionists I know not. It is

the policy of the slave party and their

renegades to render odious tho most ul-

tra of the opponents of slavery, and then

M80 that odium for the overthrow of all
the friends of justice and liberty. For
ni part I am willing to come undur this
category; for, inasmuch as I would use

all the opponents of slavery in the

'world for its overthiow, so I must not

avoid the consequcccs i f my association.
At one time the abolitionists are held up

as insidious knaves, at another as one-dea- l

fanatics, who are void of moral re-

sponsibility, and unfit to administer any
Government! They cannot be both!

They are neither one or the other. But

I do nnt propose to defend them histo-

ry will do that but to repel the calumny
of the Secretaiy. If the abolitionists were

as base as Corwin represents, it is right
they should be exposed. Although a

war of personalities is always repugnant
to a gentleman, yet,' if he thinks they

are, (even though they arenot,)ashe
says, 1 have no objection to the utternce

. But when Thos, Corwin tells not only
what is untrue, but what I know he be

lievet to be untrue not only self defnee,

but the instincts of a generous indigna
iian at so unprovoked and ungrateful
wrong compells me to hold him up to

public reprobation.
When Mr- - Clay was the candidate for

the Presidency, in 1844, Thomas Corwin

and I spoke daily for a long time through
Ohio in company. That battle was

fought in the North at least upon anti
slavery ."abolition" principles, the

friends of slavery perpetuation being a

vowedly in favor of the annexation of
Texas, wit a view of keeping up a bal
ance of power in the Senate, by the ac
quisitton of more slave States; and the
friends of Jeffersonian republicanism,
holding that slavery was an evil toler
atedbat to be extinguished in due time

North and South standing for H
Clay, and against Texas annexation.
I came (torn a slave State, embittered in
my feelings against the slave party by
recent personal and political contests,

et in the speeches made by Thomas
Corwin, the slaveholders were so hearti
ly denounced that my sensibilities as a

Southern man were continually imcepti'
- ble. I am an habitual reader of Wm

L. Garrison's Libtator, and Garrison

never surpassed him in heartfelt hatred
'Talatery iMlayholderB His 'no w

slave-holdin- friends" will 'father loins
.v.

idoaofhis adatod ire when they review
his celebrated speech in the Senate,
where bo awarded me and other volun-
teers in Mexico his aspirations of"blood-- y

hands and hospitable graves!". But
what struck me as most roraarkablo in

"inimitable Tom" was his indulgence in

"whining, canting and praying" in his
speeches! I have been in the furor of
revivals, and tho wild enthusiasm of the
bivouacked camp-mcelin- and never did
uuctious Methodist parson move me to
tears like the Tom." And to
such extreme did "Tom carry his scrip-

tural quotations that ho got to be a deci-

ded bore: and I severely criticised his
want ef taste and what was, to ino,
irreverent as tho slavc-christian- s would
havo me almost blasphemy! Ho then
defended himself upon the ground that
no people were so conscientious and
devout as those samo Abolitionists,
whom he now denounces as kuaves.

If tho Abolitionists "choat" and
"steal" the reproach comes with bad
grace from the chief beneficiary of the
Gardiner swindle! And however guilty
wo may be, it adds but little to our peni-

tence to de lectured by a man who now
has, dishonestly, ourmoucy in his pock
et!

Tho truth is, Thomas Corwin is noth
ing else but a mercenary renegade. Of
humble origin and a profesed Whig,
there has been no time in the last twenty
years that he could havo been elected to
offico without the voles of the Aboli-tionist- s

and laborers of Ohio. With
considerable flippancy of speech, cari-icatur-

mimicry, and pantomime, added
to his sopriqunt of the "wagon boy," and
his professed Abolitionism, he ascended
much higher in the political scolo than
his talents or true merit deserved. He
aspired to lead tho liberal party in those
States by steady efforts which culmnia-t?c- j

in his notorious Mexican war speech
which sealed his career in that direc-

tion; for it outraged his opponents and
disgusted me true lricmis oi tree. torn i n

these Slatos proved him a mere parti-za-

and politician, and not a statesman
of enlarged and practical views who

only can embody into action (he aspira-

tions and the dicta of the devotees of Ji

who, by their fanatarism and mar
tyrdora, break down the old forms and
barriers to congress! Like all seconda-

ry men in mental and moral dcvelopc- -

mcnt, he gnvo way when tho pollings of
the storm which he had raised came on.
He determinated to desert to the ene-

my. During tho long lime that the
friends of freedom, under the lead of

General Taylor, fought for tho Jeffer-sonia-

idea and agains the "platforms."
Tom, who was never fit for anything but
speech, spuke not! His treachery was

anticipated and developed in his reward
a Cabinet appointment! His mem

bership of an Administration, which will
go down infamous, as attempting to re

vive and enforce in this land tho cast-of- f

attributo of British tyranny, construc-

tive treason, has forever placed him a- -

longsido ,vhli 13urr end Arnold! But

what cures the Gardner for reputation!
With the satires of Horace bo doubtless

is familiar, and "smiles as ho contempla-

tes the money in his chest?"
That ho should now, late, in life, be

compelled to leave Ohio, who nurtured
him into eminence, and whose honor and
interests he has ungratefully abused, is

pitiable; but I beg that will not pay my

native State 'he poor compliment oj

making it his place of rcfugo. Slavery
she inherited in common with her sis-

ters, but unlike Austria and France and

other home aristocracies, she nobly
challenges discussion, and in preferring
the liberty of the press and speech, to any
local and temporary institution, she

shows a people of great elements of char-

acter and a Goverment open to the

benificent influences of progress! Like

all brave people, the power they have

they exercise with mercy; and while

they are justly jealous of their own

rights, they are regardful of those of

others. Such a people, where honor,

pecuniary and personal, constitute char-

acteristic elements of social position tnd
political power, is not the place for

Thos. Corwin! I advise him to go fur-

ther South, if even there he can find men

poor enough in self esteem to trust a
traitor or honor a renegade!

Silver at the Philadelphia Mint.
It is stated that thsre is now nearly

$2,000,000 in silver at the Mint in Phil-

adelphia, and large acquisitions are be-

ing daily received. The Mint is busily

engaged at the present time in coining
quarter-dollar- dimes and half-dime- a

large number of which, it is said, will be
shipped to California. Y ,'

Col. Fremont, it is stated, has bought
the residence opposite the President's
House, eretted by. the late Matthew St.
Clair Clarke, for the sum of 80,000.
This one of the finest dwellings In Wash
ington.

TEE BLIND OIBL,
Or Berlhald Seiner's Voice.

"That'll do, wife, that'll do; it's
not a very cold night," Karl Iioimer
said with a sigh; and his wife looking a
liitlo sadly for a moment in his faco, re-

placed the fresh log of wood with which
she meant to replenish the half-burn- t em-

bers on tho hearth. Returning to her
chair she sat down in silunco by her
husband's side.

"Your work has not made you hungry
Karl," she said presently, with

an effort at cheerfulness in her voice,
and she glanced at a little table Mund-in- g

near, on which a very homely sup-
per of brown Dread and sour milk in a
thick curd lay scarcely lasted.

'Hungry enough wife,' wis iho quiet
answer. There was a pause. The wo-

man, stooping forward, laid her hand
upon his shoulder and said gently:

'Wo must keep a gond heart husband.
Whilo we have good wholesome food,
and a roof to cover us wo Imvcno right
to complain; many a one is worse off
than we

Ay, it is not I am
thinking of,' Karl muttered, and sudden-
ly rotiHing himself he stretched out and
cautiously bent and unbent his left arm,
clenching his hand tho while, like one
trying his strength; then snaking his
hend willi a deep sigh, he let it fall again
by his side, and resumoi his former at-

titude.
'It is rest that you want," his wife said

soothingly. 'You have been working
too hard these two or three months.

No,' he answerod despondingly, 'no
rest can bring back strength to this arm.
It is not overwork that has brought on
the weakness. Wife look here,' and a
sickly finilo came over his lips' os clen-

ching his hand agaiii he turned it to her.
'Look a child might open it. Try you
(her first efforts unclasped his fingers.)
I thought so,' he said bitterly. And

they were both silent. Thcro were
tears in Madam Iieimer's eyes, and she
held the weakened hand closely in hers.

"It might have been the riglh bond.
Be thankful, Karl,' she said softly in a
little while.

'I am thankful, but if it get worse, if
become useless, I should have to give
up work; what's to become of us till?
what's to become, all through her life,
of that poor child?' -

'Hush!' Madame Reiiner whispered
softly, and shading her faco from the
light, she turned her eyes to a corner of
tho room where, in a littlo low bod, a
girl lay asleep.

'She has been asleep an hour or more,'
Karl answered quickly. 'If it wero not
for her we could bear up bravely enough
We have worked hard, boih of us, these
seven years past seven ay, it's more
lhan seven since the lightning blinded
her near eight years now wo have
worked hard to try and save up for her,
and what will sho ever be the better for
it? Thero'8 not a week passes but wo
havo to draw upon our slender stock;
for of all we havo worked and saved,
there are not twenty guidon left. She
will be a beggar, our child our Ber-

tha Ide!"
"Hush, hush Karl, it will not come

to that wo can work for her yet it is
all in God's hands."

There was a few minutes pause. Then
Karl spoke again, in a passionate tho'
subdued voice:

'She may bo a beggar next month, for
aught I know. When I can't work any
longer what is there for tho v.iiolo of us
but beggary?' A momentary flush spread
over his brow; but, os it passed away
ho proudly raised his head, and shaking
back his thick hair crept on tip-to- e to
the bod, and knelt down on the floor bo
side it. As ho bent over the sleeping
child, o look of deep, pitying and ten-

der love softenod his rugged features.
Softly and tenderly ho pressed his rough
hand over the chilli's uncovered head,
drew aside a curl of her long hair, that
hid her face; and stooping down, pres-
sed his lips in a long silent kiss upon
her thin palo cheek. She lay quite still,
with her sightless eyes closed breathing
soft and quickly.

How palo she is,' madamo Reimcr
whispered; for sho had followed her hus-

band, and stood now with her hands
leaning on his arm, and her eyes fixed
upon her child.

Tho littlo face was as still and
white as if it had been carved in marble.
For an instant Karl glanced upward to
hi wife, and look of sudden alarm and
pain seemed to flash from his dark pier-

cing eyes; then as it died away, ho turn-
ed round to the littlo bed again, and
laid his head beside his child's upon the
pillow, not speaking anything aloud, al-

though his lips moved.
May the Holy Virgin bloss her!'

Madame Reimer whimpered in tho si

lence.
'Amen!' Karl breathed with his deep

low voice, and with one other kiss he
rose from his knees. 'We will go to
bed now; tread softly wife softly,' he
said as together they moved away.

But when the door was closed, and
all was still, then in tho darkness and
the silence, large tears began to steal
through the closed lids of Berthnlde's
eyes; for she had heard all that which
their love would Strive to keep from her.
She had had many fears of late; her
father seemed so changed, and sorrowful
and longing to know what thing it was
that grieved him, she thought it no sin
to listen. Now that she did know, the
child could only weep and sob sorrow-
fully to herself: . ;

0 that 1 could do anything to help
them! . 0 that I could work! 0 that I

was not blind! '

Berthak'e was so patient and gentle,
that she could feel no deep regret for that
which had thus far mado her life almost
a blank to her. Others thought she had
grown accustomed to blindness, so tbat
she had. forgotten whet it was td se.j

But that was tho one rw:et memory of
her life; sweet, yet full ofa wild, deep
sadncHS unutterably- bbtffitiful, es is the
memory ofa glorious dream. Ofton in
the long silent nighls she lay awake,
and thought of It weeping then when she
was all olone, as sho was weeping now

but another, and a
different thought was in heart. A tho't
which many a timo had r'eon thcro bo-for-

but never with tho strength ond
bitterness that it did now; ; for, as she
lay awake she thought that there was
not one thing in all die woild that die
could ever do to help or comfort any
one she loved. That tdie must be all
thruugh her lifu until shu wis quite old,
a burden upon every one u useless,
helpless solitary thing, not jjving joy lo
any nor fooling jny herself. '1

Thinking this, the poor child Innced
to die; and shivering, drew up the bed-
clothes around her, hic'ing her face be-

neath them, that tho bitter sobs which
burst from her might not be IicnrJ brea-
king tho stillness of the night. For in
this hour there socmcd no comfort near
her; all dark without, within it seemed
as dark; the love that had been poured
upon her through so many years nil for-

gotten now, tho could not feel that she
was loved; her wholo heart seemed to
have room for one thought only that
sho was on incumbrance upon the earth.

Piercing through the richly painted
window of a dim old church, tho win-
ter sun throw on tho mnrblo pavement
of the nnvo bright roys of colored light,
inuking tho gloom on either side seem
still deeper. From tho nltur, waxen
tnpers shod on the gold and silver plate,
aronnd on the goy vases filled with flow-

ers, and on Iho rich
dresses of tho priests, a sudden radiance.

In the open spaco without tho rails of
tlio liili Altar many people knelt; Tor

it was a festival-da- y and Mass was bein;
perlnrmoil. lhero wsi a daily nn, Imi
then tho people wero so much absorbed
in their worldly occupations, that the
mass was often solemnized on week
days to empty walls.

A child had slowly threaded her way
across the nave to take up her station
alono at iho foot of one particular pillar
in the chancel, JJuily, lor hours to
L'ethcr, she sat in same spot, as still as
if sho were a littlo marble emblem.
Few noticed her, ond few eamo near her
for the pillar stood in deep shade, and
she was almost hidden when she sat

it. It was a dark and gloomy
sent, but the most cheerful spot in all
the church would havo been as du:k to
poor Bcrthahlo.

To-da- y there were murks of tears up
on her chcoks. Still she waited pa
ticntly to hear iho glorious voice of tin
orson, which always spoke to her. It
seemed of nil tho things upon earth the
most beautiful. She thought it never
would begin to play But at
last sho heard the first low swelling
notes, ond sho listened, drinking in the
rich heart-fillin- g sound, all sorrow see-

med to Lo forgotten. As tho exquisite
music crept around her how sofi, faint
und low now loud and deep, rolling
wavo upon wave along tho great groin-o- d

aisles sho knelt ami hid her face,
weeping. Her heart rembled with a
strange, wild, d delight
that only cathedral music afforded to
her.

Never had the grand ami solemn mu-

sic seemed more grand and solemn than
it did to-da- As tho rich tones of the
organ filled the solemn spnee around
her, and tin soft voices of tho choris-
ters rang through the dimly-lighte- aisle,
ond as one solitary voico filled the great
echoing church with its clear tones, the
blind girl bowed her head upon her
hands, trembling with a wild, almost
painful joy, that seemed to take her
breath away. So shaken was she with
emotion, that the thin slight fingers scar-
cely served to hide her tears. Even
when the last notes had died away, and
the last lingering footsteps had left the
church, sho knelt on, as if still, in the
silent air she heard an echo of the song
that to all other ears had passed away.
Presently two light footsteps gaily trip-
ped along the marble floor, and the
sound of merry voices and half suppres-
sed laughter, rousod her from her dream.
She crouched upon the step at tho pil-

lars base, thinking to wait thcro until
the footsteps hod gone past. But sud-

denly they stopped quite close to her,
and a bright young voice exclaimed:

'Oh seco how stupid I havo been! 1

havo come down without my musi-c-
Margaret, you must wait lor me one
minute, till 1 run back for it. They
are closing tho organ. I shall scarcely
bo in timo!' and with the last words lea-

ving her companion, the girl ran quick-
ly towards the choir.

'They are some of the singers!' Ber-thald-

thought within herself, and her
heart beat with almost a reverential fee-

ling. 'How happy they must be, how
vory happy!' For a moment more the
tears sprung up into her eyes, for sud-

denly tho girl that stayed behind com-
menced, as she paced up and down, soft-

ly to sing a low sweet melody. Ber-thald- o

remembered it, at once, it was
the Agnus Dei of the lately finished
muss,

A second time there wero steps and
voice's coining near slow steps, unlike
the first, and tho singer's voice was
hushed as a new voice rich, sweet and
low, broke on Berthalde's ear.

What would you have me say, Lisa?
I am weary of complaining. You grow
more careless everyday. YVour singing
is worse than it was six months ago.

Maestro 1 do not think it is possi
to olease vou now,' said the eirl half
angrily, half carelessly. ' 'I'm sure I do
the best I can, and I suppose my voice

is as good as it used to be.'
' Your - voico is finest in

but - ' ' - - "

My dear master, then
.! v ' A :..

the choir,

what is the

uso of scolding me?' Lisa exclaimed with
real ileJiglit.

But,' he went on quietly, without
heeding her, 'you have no love foi mu
sic no truo feeling for what you sin-g-
no perseverance in study."

'J hen what is (he use of my comma
here any longer?' the girl asked with
suppressed irritation.

Without answering her, the Mastci
turned to the other girl. '

Margaret you did well vory
well. Do as sieudily as you are doing
now, and you will gain your reward.
Only havo courage and patience and
perseverance.'

'Couraee!' Margaret answered sadly.
Ah, 1 foiiictiines want courage. 1 soni- -

tunes want courage. 1 sometimes al-

most lose heart. If I ha I but more
voice There is so much that I can nev-
er sing. If I only bad Lisa's voice.

ihcro was a moments pause; then
the first girl said, more humbly than she
had spoken yet, 'Master, what can 1 do?
lam sure I want to sin.' well?'

'You want to mg well?' ho repeated.
Why Lisa?'

Why?' she answered. 'Surely, eve-ryon-

thinks it more pleasant to he ad-

mired than to be blamed.'
'So you wish to sing well to bo admi-

red? Exactly. 1 understand you per-
fectly, ho answered drily. 'And you
Margaret, is it also to bo admired that
you work so hard, and study so perse-vcringly-

Sho answered 'No,' in a low voice,
earnestly and almost humbly. Ber-thnld- e

foil that it came from her heart,
and in her own heart the blind girl
echoed it.

The master said abruptly, after pause,
'It is getting later I will not detain you
any longer. Good morning,' ond leav-
ing them ho went away, they following.

When they were pone a sudden change
had rnme upon lierllinldc. A bright
li:hl was in her sightless eyes. She
whispcrod tremblingly, almost like one
in fear.

'Oh, if thcro was any way, any hope,
if 1 knew what lo do if I could speak
to him tnd tell him

She paused a moment, and pressed her
face upon her hands; then burst into
tears, she cried almost aloud:

'Oh if he would tench me, if he would
let me learn of him, if ho would let me
be a singer!' and fulling on her knees
again, she broke into a passionate im-

ploring prayer, sobbing and trembling
as if her life depended upon its being
beard.

For a long timo she knelt, not pray-
ing always, hut feverishly. Yet with
intense delight and eagerness building
castles in the air, confusing herself with
multitudes of thoughts that pouted in on
her; bright happy thoughts lor the most
part, though now und then some suJdcn
fenr would como, making her heart grow
sick, lest all that was hoping now might
never lie to her anything but a dream.
Then sho prayed again until her fear be-

gan lo fade away, and sho would grow
bewildered with her happiness once
more.

Now that she wos so full of hopes, it
seemed strange to her that she had rvcr
in all hot sorrows, and with all her pas-
sionate love of music, she should have
rcinemberod that it was possiblo for her
ns n singer to nain her bread, and grow-s-

happy; oh so happy, that it scarcely
ga?mcd that there could be in all the
world anything more that sho could
wish for,

Patient, cheerful, full of hope, day af-

ter day found Berlhaldc nt her old place
at tho church waiting with a firm pur-

pose though a trembling heart, to hear
the Knpell-mcisler'- s step: but day ulter
day passed, and saw her turn away in
disappointment; for in vain she waitod,
in vain she strained her ears to catch a

sound of-th- voice, in
vain she listened to each solitary foot-

step, believing that she could at once
distinguish his from any other he never
came again.

After a time she bogan to fenr that
there must bo some private entrance to
the choir through which he camo and
went, and that she might wait for months
here in the chancel, and never see him,
and then what to do she did not know,
for she shrank from telling any ono her
secret, and sho could not hope to find
her way alone to a strange pluce. And
presently by degtoesher heart began to
sink, her whole pioject begun to appear
wild and unattainable, ana et jest she
turned from the church so weary of "

in vain, so sad and out of spirits,
that she could scarcely keep her tears
from falling a.? sho went.

the church was near to whero she
lived so near that blind though she
was neither her father nor mother ever
objected to her going to it alone, or
feared that she would miss the way.
Nor was it likely, for she had gone daily
there for many years, and no accident
of any kind had ever befallen her; but
on this day as she was making her way
sorrowfully home, less careful perhaps,
than usual to keep out of the way of par-

sers by, almost at the church door she
tripped over something that lay in her
path and fell down heavily.

But almost in the instant that she fell
a voico cloto to her broke upon her car,
a voice that as if bv magic made hor for
get the pain that she was suffering, for

it was tne long watcnuu voice oi tno
Kapell-moiste-

Mv child take care! Why, where
could you be looking? he exclaimed,
and before she could speak tie nad rais-

ed her from the ground, and was half
suoDortinE her with his arm.

'Looking wouldn't have done her any
good, poor thing," said a good natured
man. coming out of his shoo close by.

Do vou know he? She is the little
blind sirl.Berthalde Reimer.' .

Wh my child, you have really hurt
yourself, your hand is bleeding, 'let's
wrap my handkerchief around it;' and

while Borthalde stood trembling by him
ho gently bound up hor injured hand,
talking to her gontly all tho while he
dit it.

I think sir slio's a little faint the
poor thing looks so palo,' the shopman
said. 'Lather come into my shop, ond
rest herself beforo she goes home.'

No no no!' Bcrlholde breko in. '1
would rather go into ' tho church again
I wanted to peok. I wantod, if he
would bo so kind, I mean oh sir, 1

think 1 can walk!' she suddenly exclaim-
ed; but not hooding her remonstrance,
iho Knpcll-moislo- r lifted her up in his
arms, for sho was very littlo ond carried
her within tho church ajrain, and laid
her head down on a bench.

'Oh sir, you aro vory good,' sho whis-
pered her voice quite slinking now with
agitation, and nervously and half un-
consciously raising herself up from the
position in which ho had ploced her.

And if you please sir if you wouldn't
go away for a minute or two if you
would just let me say something to you
thot I've wanted to say to you so much,
and not bo offended not, I moan not
think " and then her imperfect sen-
tence came abruptly to an cud.

You have something to say to me?'
tho Kapell nmister asked. "My child,
how do you know who I ain?'

She sai l quickly, 1 heard you speak,
one day. You are tho Kopell Meister.'

'You aro right. But what can you
have to say to nic?'

Ho pousod a moment hut there was
no answer; and then looking at her in 8
gentle pitying tone ho added:

'My child, you are frighten.!. Wnit
then a minute before you speak, 'Now,
what is it? Tell me frankly. Is it any-
thing I con do for ynu?'

Oh yes!' she crie l eagerly, though al-

most below her breath. ' Vou enn do
more for mo than anybody in tho world!
Oh sir. I hni-- honn wiufinir pvorv ilnv to
sco you, that I miht be nblc to tell you
what 1 want nndyot now 1 am afraid to
say it.'

'My poor cirl, if it bo in my power to
do what you want, 1 will do it,' the mas
ter said. Tell mo now what it is."

With drooped eyes and hands pressed
together, the said simply in a veiy low
voice:

'I want to learn to sing in the choir,"
And sho waited calmly but pale even to
her li)s lo receive his answer.

Tho Kupell-muistc- r shook his head.
'What put this into your mind.

Who told you that you could be a sing-
er?'

'No ono,' she answere 1 faintly.
'You thought of it yourself?'
'1 thought of it after 1 heard you speak

ono day. I never thought it until then;
but I have como hero to listen every day
for snmnny years and the music has al-

ways seemed so beautiful to me!'
The Knpell-moisle- r laid his had upon

her head, and said in a voice so gentle,
that it made the tears spring into her
eyes.

My child. I think you hove forgotten
ono obstacle, you have forgotten that
you are blind."

'No, no!' she exclaimed; 'I have not
forgotten it. I know that I can only
learn by remembering what 1 hear; I

know that you cannot give lessons to me
as you would to other.). I do not ask
you to trouble yourself with tno so much
1 only want to como where you aro tea-

ching the others, then, you would bear
mo sing, und tell mo when I am wrong,
end what to do.' And in anxious en-

quiry she again looked up into his face.
'You aro very young,' he began, af-

ter a little pause.
'1 am thirteen, sir,' sho said quickly,

'but I am very little,' sho aided hum-bl- y

'Yes but, your name, tell it to me

BcrthaUe Reimer.'
'Berthalde, would it mako you happy

if I gavo you your wish?'
The look that sprang into her face an-

swered him without words.
'Yes I see it would. And is it your

love of music only that makes you wish
to be a singer?'

Thcro was a moment's hesitation; and
the color mounted to her choek ond
sho whispered 'No'

'Tell me what other reason you have?'
She wept as sho sai 1,'Wu are so poor

at home and there is nothing I can do
to help them. Oh sir, do not be angry
with me!' and half shrinking bock sho
hid her face in her hands.

'Anry my child!' was all the Master
said but the tone thrilled to Bcribalde's
heart; anil as he laid his hand upon her
hvad aunin, she felt uch n wild rush of
gratiiude towards him that nhe cou'd
have fallen down and kissed his leet.

She told him all that was in her heart
all her sorrows and hopes, pouring eve- -

ythihsout to linn amidst her tears, lor- -

getting all her former fears of him in the
kind sympathy with which ho listened
to her.

Anil when it was snoken. ond half
sobbing she stood beside him, he took
her hand into his gently and said:

'Wait for niu hore You
are too much agitate! now. to let me
hear your voice; but you
shall coino into tho choir. Ami this nt
least 1 promise you now my child, you.
shall have free leave to join tho singors
whon we meet together. iNow dry your
eyes, ana come witn me; out are you
able to walk! W e have lorgotten about
ym mil.

So 1 have sir,' she answered 6imply.
'I can feel nothing now but joyy - ;

'Give mo votir hand then. .

And they walk together to the' door
and then parted.

On the following day, when mass was
over, the Kapell meister came to seek
Barihalde. sad sneaking to her cheer
fully and kindly led her tremblingly,
half with joy and half with fear up to
the organ loll.

' Conclusion next week.

HoW Mural met his Fate, .; Y
Tho sentence of the milKtoiy commis-io- n

was read to him with duo solemnit
ty. He 1 if tuned to it as be Would .have
listcnod to tho cannon of another battle
during his military life, exn ally without
emotion or bravado. He neither asked
for pardon, for dolay, nor 'for appea'.
Ho advanced of his own aecorJ toward
the door, as if to accelerate the catastro-
phe. Tho door opened on a narrow es-

planade, lying between the towers of
the castle and tho outer walls! . Twelvo
soldiers, with loaded muskcts.Uawaited
him ihere. Tho narrow spaco did not per-
mit them to stan 1 a sufficient distance to
deprive denlh 'of a part of its horror
Murnt, in stepping over the threshold of
his chamber, found himself faco to
fuco with them. He refused to let his
eyes be bandore I; and, looking at. tha
soldiers, with n firm an I benevolent
smile, 'My friends,' said he, ' lo not
make me suffer by taking bad aim Tho

narrow spaco natrrally compels you al-

most to rest tho muzzles of your mus-

kets on my brcst; do not tremble, do not
strike me in tho face aim at tho heart,
hero it is.' As he spoke thus, he placed
his right hand upon his coa,t, to in

the position of his heart. In his

left hand he hel 1 a small me.lalion,
wh'ch contained in focus of love, thu

imago of his wife ond of his four rhil-- "

drcn, ns if he wished thus to make them

witness of his last hour, or to have their
image in his Inst look as in ' his

last thought. He fixed his eyes on this

porirait, and received the death blow
without feeling it, absorbed in contem-

plation of all he lovcd'iipon eailh? His
boby, pierce lat so short a distanco by

twelva balls, fell with the arms open and
his free to the c.irlh, is if still embracing
tho kingdom which he had once posses-

sed, and which he had come lo re con-qucr-

for his tomb. They threw his

clouk upon the body, which was buried

in tho" cathedral ofPizzo. Thus died

the most chivalrous soldier of lha impe-

rial epoch; not the greatest but tho most
heroic iigurcnmong tho companions of
ihe new Alexander. Lamartine.

A Rogue Outwitted.
A curious instance occurred in Lon-

don, not long ago, in which a rascal was

outwtted. A bachelor gentleman, who '

was a very superior draughtsman and
caricuiurivt, was laid up in his apart-
ment with gout in both feet. Ho could
nolmovo, but was wheeled in his chair
in and out of his sitting room. A well,
known vagabond, ascertaining the fact
watched till his servant was sent upon
a message' The area door communica-
ted with the kitchenthrough which tho
vagabond entered and walked up stairs,
where, is ho expected, he found the gen-

tleman quite alone and helpless.
' I amjsorry to s;e you in such a situ-

ation," said the rogue; "you cannot move
an I the servant ia oui."

The gentleman started.
"It is excessively carolss to leavo

yourself so exposed; for, dchold the con-

sequences! 1 take the liberty of remove-- '
inj this watch and seals off the table.an I

put them in my own pocket; and as I
perceive your keys are here, I shall un-

lock theso drawers, andjsee" what suits
my purpose."

"Pray help yourself." replied the gen-

tleman, who was aware that he could do
nothing to prevent hint.

The rogue did so accordingly. He found

the plato in the sidoboard, and many
others things that suited him; and in ten
minutes, having mado up his bundle; he

mado the gcntliman a low bow and de'
camped, but the gentleman had the use

of his hand, and had, not boon idle; he

had take an exact likeness of the thief
wiih the pencil; and on the servant re-

turning soon aftor, he despatched him
immediately to Bow Street with the

drawing, and an account of what had
happenod. Thu likeness was so good

that tho man was immediately iden-

tified by tho runners, and was captured
before he had time todisposo ofa singla
article. He was brought to the gentle-

man two hours afterward, identified, the

property on him sworn to, aud jri six

weeks was on his way to Botany Bay,

A Paut Fon Brick flocses. A cor- -

respondent of tho Ohio Farmer, has

used a cheap ana very uuraute paint lor

tho exterior of brick - dwellings, which

hnsalroaly stool several. years, and ii
now quito as fresh as when hrst applied.
It consists simply of lime-wash- , with

sulpsa te of zinc as a fixing ingredient.

Any roquisile shade is given by aAding
the colors used by house painters.' A

clear and rich cream color may be ob-

tained by applying yellow ochre to. th
common new ' brick; V' livelier' arid

warmer shade will be added by a little
Venetian i red. Burnt sionnsmey 'like-

wise be used.' This petnf is ferVheapr
than oil paintosts hut' tittle Ubrt than
common whitewash.''' ui J" ''iV
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